240                       SILENT IS THE VISTULA
"Olenka, Olenka," Gregory whispered "Olenka,** and his voice broke again.
Then he turned to me. I was taken aback by the deadly quiet of his face.
"You have some morphine, haven't you?"
I handed him whatever I had.
Tou. * * know her?* I asked. My throat was dry.
Gregory waited a brief moment before he turned to answer me. When he did, I saw his mouth twitch. But his voice was calm. "She is my sister/* he answered, and went back to worL He washed Olenka's body. I was seized by a violent fit of nausea, unable to stand the sight of her wounds and of the worms swarming over her shm, young body. Her ribs were broken, and she had suffered bad burns, too.
Olenka breathed heavily. She must have been in great pain, despite the morphine. She tossed feverishly and kept calling; "Mother, mother!**
Gregory worked swiftly, carefully. |Ie applied compresses to the swollen knees of the girl. He covered each wound with a piece of linen soaked in limewater, and spread a salve on the burns*
I took Olenka's clothes and went out to bum them. The Germans drew back in disgust from the heap of garments filthy with worms. They muttered something about Polish filth.
The ouly thing of Olenka s we kept was her militaiy decoration. We worked on her in complete silence for over an hour. Gregory's mouth was a straight, thin line, and his eyes were hard.
Wrapped in white dressings* Olenka lay on the stretcher* I stayed with her while Dr. Gregory went off on mysterious errands. He returned with a release for Olenka. She was asslgaed to one of the hospitals outside of the camp. He had a pass for himself, too, for the town of Pruszkow., and two passes Ior two stretcher-bearers, a couple of boys who